10^- 


Tbe firfi Tart of Henry theSixt. 


£^*r.VnlelTemyStudieandmy Bookes befalfe, 
The argument you held.was wrong ift you ; 
In figne whereof,I pluck a white Rofe too. 

Yorke. Now Somcrfetywhcxe is your argument ? 

Som. Here in my Scabbard, meditating,that 
Shall dye your white Rofe fh a bloody red, 
TV/^Meane time your cheeks do counterfeit our Rofes: 
For pale they looke with fearers witneffing 
The truth on our tide. 

Som. No Plant agenet : 
3 Tis not for feare,buc anger, that thy cheekes 
Blufh for pure (hame,to counterfeit our Rofes, 
And yet thy tongue w ill not confellc thy error. 

Yorke. Hath not thy Rofe a Czx&cr ,Somerfct ? 

Sofn. Hath not thy Rofe a Thome, Plant agenet ? 

Yorke. I,(harpe and piercing to raaintaine his truth, 
Whiles thy confirming Cin!<er eates his faffehood. 

Welhlle findfnends to weare my bleeding Rofes, 
That fhall maintainc what I haue faid is true, 
Where falfc Plant agenet dare not be feene. 

Yorke. Now by this Maiden Bioffome in my hand, 
I fcorne thee and thy fafhioti,peeuifii Boy. 

Saff. Turne not thy fcornes this way } Plantagenet. 

Yorke. Prowd7W<?,I vvill, and fcorne both him and 
thee. 

Sujf. He turne my part thereof into thy throat. 

Som. Away , away, good William dc U Poole, 
We grace the V eoman,by conuetfing with him. 

tf^nv.Nowv by Gods will thou wrong'ft Wim .Somcrfct : 
His Grandfather was l+ym*l Duke of Clarence, 
Third Sonne to the third Edward King of England : 
Spring Crettlcffe Yeomen from lo deep? a Root ? 

Yorke. He beares him on the place's Pnuiledge, 
Or durft not for his crauen heart fay thus. 

Sot*. By him that made me> He maintaine my words 
On any PI >t ofG round in Chrirtendome. 
Wjs not thy Father^/fW^Eirlc of Cambridge, 
For Trcafon executed m our late Kings dayes t 
And by his Treafon, ftand'ft not thou attainted, 
Corrupted,and exempt from ancient Gentry i 
His Trefpas yet hues guiltie in thy blood, 
And till thouberefior'djth^u art a Yeoman. 

Yorke. My Father was attached, not attainted, 
Condemn' d to.dye for Tieafon Amt no Tray tor ; 
And that lie proue on better men then Somerset, 
W p re growing time once ripened to my will. 
For your partaker Poole, and you your felfe, 
He note you in my Booke of Memorie, 
To fcourge you for this apprehenfion : 
Loukeco u tolWnd fay you are well warn'd. 

Sem. Ahjthou Hiait finde vs ready for thee ftill : 
And know vs Ipy thefe Colours for thy Foes, 
For the r e my f ri.r»Hs in fpigbl of thee fhall weare. 

Yo?ke. And by my Soule^bis pale and angry Rofe, 
As Cognizance of my blood-drinking hat|, 
Will I for euer,and my Faction weare, 
Vntill it wither with me to my Graue, 
Or flonrifla to the height of my Degree. 

Sujf G^c Corward.and be choak'd with thy ambition: 
And fo farwelijvutill I meet thee next. Sxit. 

Som. HaUewttii thee Poole: Farwcll ambitious Ri- 
chard. ?xit. 

Yorke. How I am brau*d, and muft perforce endure 
it ? «• 

warw. This y or that they obie£t againfi your Houfc, 
Shall be whipt out in the next Parliament, 


Called for the Truce of Winchefier and Clouceff 
And if thou be not then created Yorke 
I will not liue to be accounted Warwick^. 
Meane time/in fignali of my loue to thee* 
Againft prowd Somerfct.znd Wtlliam Poole 
Will I vpon thy partie weare this Rofe. ' 
And here I prophecie: this brawlc to day, 
Grownc to this faftion in the Temple Garden 
Shall fend betwecne the Red-Rofc and the Wh' 
A thoufand Soules to Death and deadly Nioh t ^ 

Yorke. Good Matter Vernon, \ am bound to v 
That you on my behalfc would pluck a Flower 

Fer. In your behalfe ftill will I weare the fa^ c 

Lawyer. And fo will I. ' 

Yorke, Thankcs gentle. 
Come, let vs foure to Dinner : I dare fay, 
This Quarrell will drinkc Blood another day. 

£xemt, 

Enter Mortimer, brought in * Chayrt 
and lajlors. 1 

21ort. Kind Keepers of my weake decaying Age 
Let dying UMortimer here reft himfclfe. 1 
Euen like a man new haled fiom the Wrack, 
So fare my Limbes with long luiprifcnmenc ; 
And thefe gray Locks,the Purfuiuants of death 
Nefior-\\kt aged, in an Age of Care, 
Argue i he end of Edmund Mortimer. 
Thefe Eyes.hke Lampes,whofc wafting Oyle is f penf 
Waxe dimme,as drawing to their Exigent. ? 

Weake Shoulder s,ouer-borne with burtheningGricfe 
And pytruleflc Armes,like to a withered Vine ' 
That droupes his fappc-leffe Sranchcs to the ground, 
Yet are thefe Fect,whofe ftrcugth-leffe ftay isnumme 
(Vnableto fupport this Lumpe of Clay) 
Swift-winged with defire to get a Graue, 
As witting I no other comfort haue, 
Bjt tell nje,Kceper 3 will my Nephew come? 

Keeper. Richard Plantagenet any Lord, will come : 
We fenc vnto the Temple,vnto his Chamber, 
And anfwer was return'd,that he will come. 

Mort, Enough : my Soule fliall then be fatisfied. 
Poore Genrleman,his wrong doth equall mine. 
Since Henry Monmonth firft began to rcigne, 
Before whole Glory T w^s grca: in Annes, 
This loathfome fequeftration haue I had ; 
And euen fince then,hath fy'^Wbeeneobfcur'd, 
Depriu't! of Honor and Inheritance, 
But now,the A' bitrator of Defpaires, 
Iuft Deatr^kinde Vmpire of mens miferies, 
Wuhfweet enlargement doth difmiflc me hence: 
I would his troubles likewife were expir'd, 
That fo he might rccouer what was loft. 

Enter Richard. 

Keeper. My Lord,your louing Nephew now is come 

Mor. Richard Plantagenet % my friend, ishecomc? 

Rich. I,Noble Vnckle,thus ignobly vs'd, 
Your Nephew.late defpffed Richard,con\c$- 

Tdort. Direct mine Armes,! may embrace his Neck, 
And in his Bofome fpend my latter galpe* 
Oh tell me when my Lippcs doe touch his Cheekes, 
That I may kindly giue one fainting Kifle. 
And now declare Iwert Stem from Yorhes great Stock, 
Why didft thou fay of lace thou wertdefpis'd? 

7 J Rich. Fii 
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The fir ft Tart of Henry th e Sixt. 


Vr£S5£» ^ Back againft mine Arme, 

A " d j ! in argument vpon a Cafe, 
This day grew-twixt Somerfet and me : 

Sol " e !whkh teat m es,hc vs'd his lauilh tongue, 
^Kbrayd me with my Fathers death ; 
And<H°*r _ >. ,■ L, rr -. before niv coneue, 


Whi h the hke I had requited him. 
EllC tre eood Vnckie, for my Fathers fake, 

MyFaAe 
2H#rf. 

Shin a loathfome D ungeon there to p ync, 

W lu r j T.wu,tmf»nr of his deceafe. 


ilor J Earlc of Cambridgejoft his Head* 
My t That caufe(fairc Nephcw)that impriG 
; Eh dctayn'd me all my flo wring Youth, 
A nG i.^ur rt mc Dun.aeon. there to pyne, 


t h Difcouer more at large what caulc that was, 
c ffarli i^nor*nt, and cannot gucfle. 

Wt. 1 vvUl^f that my fading breathpermit, 
AndDeath approach not,ere my Tale be done. 
Ln the Fpurth,Grandfathet to this King, 
HepoaM his Nephew Packard ,Edwards Sonne, 
The fitft ^gotten, and the la wfull Heire 
iffWKmg^he Third of that Dcfcent. 
D , irin<T whofeReigne,thc Perctes of the North, 
Finding his Vforpation molt vniutt, 
Endeuouf'd my aduancement to the Throne. 
The rcafon mou'd thefe Warlike Lords to this, 
ijfas for that fyoung Richard thus remou'd, 
Lcauing no Heire begotten of his Body) 
I was the next by Birth and Parentage : 
For by my Mother,! dcriued am 
f torn Lionel Dakc of Ciarence 3 third Sonne 
To King Edward the Third ; whereas hee, 
From M» of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 
3eing but fourth of that Heroick Lyne. 
But marker as in this haughtie great attempt, 
They labouredjto plant the rightfull Heire, 
llo(l my Libertie, and they their Liues. 
Long after this,when Henry the Fift 
(Succeeding his Father Eullingbrooke)A\A reigne ; 
Thy Fathcr^Earlc of Cambridge^then deriu'd 
From famous Edmund Langley 3 Dukc of Yorke, 
Marrying my Sitler,that thy Mother was ; 
Againe jnpitty of my hard dittielTe, 
Leuied an Army, weening to redeeme, 
And haue inrtalfd me in thcDiademe : 
But as the reft,fo fell that Noble Earle, 
And was beheaded. Thus the ^Mortimers, 
In whom the Title teited,wcre fuppreft. 

Rick Of which,my Lord,your Honor is the 1 aft, 

Mrf.Truejand thou feeft 5 that I nolffue haue, 
And that my fainting words doe warrant death; 
Thou art rrly Heire; the reft,! wifh thee gather: 
But yet be w-ary in thy ftudious care. 

!%&.Thy graue admonifliments preuayle with me: 
Butyet methinkeSjmy Fathers execution 
Was nothing lc(fe then bloody Tyranny. 

Mort. With filencejNepheWjbe thou pollitick, 
Strong fixed is the Houfe of Lancaftcr, 
And like a Mountaine,not to be remou*d. 
But now thy Vnckie is remouing hence. 
As Princes doe their Courts, when they are cloy'd 
With long continuance in a fetlcd place, 

Rich.O Vnckle,would fome part of my young yeercs 
Might but redeeme the paffage of your Age* 


Mort. Thou do a then wrong mc,as f flaughtcrcr doth, 
Which giucth many Wounds, when one will kill. 
Mourne not,exccpt thou forrow for my good, 
Onely giue order for my Funerall. 
And fo farewell, and fairc be all thy hopes, 
And profperous be thy Life in Peace and Warre. Dyes. 

Rich. And Peace.no Warre,bcfail thy parting Soulc. 
In Prifon haft thou fpent a Pilgrimage, 
And like a Hermite ouer-paft thy dayes, 
Wcll,I will locke his Councell in my Brcft, 
And what I doe imagine, let that reft. 
Keepers conuey him hencc,and I my felfe 
Will fee his Buryall better then his Life. Exit. 
Here dyes the duskie Torch of Ui fortmer, 
Choakt with Ambition of the meaner fort* 
And for thofe Wrongs,thofe bitter Iniunes, 
Which Somerjet hath offer'd to my Houie, - 
I doubt not,but with Honor to redreflc. 
And therefore haftc I to the Parliament, 
Eyther to be reftored to my Blood, 
Or make my will th'aduantage of my good. Exit. 


Achs Tertius. Scena Trtma. 

Flourijb. Enter Ktng^Exeterfilofler^nchefterJFarwick^ 
Somerfet Jufol'kiRtchard Plantagenet. Glofier offers 
to put vp a BiH:Winchejier fnatches it tear es it. 
Winch. Com'rt thou with dcepc premeditated Lines? 
With written pamphlets,ftudioufly deuis'd ? 
Humfrey of Glcfter,tf thou canft accufe, 
Or ought intend'ttto lay vnto my charge, 
Doe it without inuention/uddenly, 
As I with fuddea,and extemporall fpeech, 
Purpofe to anfwer what thou canft obie£h 
G/^Prefumptuous Prieft,this place comands my patiecc, 
Or thouftiould'ft finde thou haft dis-honor'd 
Thinkcnot, although in Writing I preferred 
The manner of thy vile outragious Crymes, 
That therefore 1 haue forg'd 5 or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearfe the Methods of ny Penne» 
No Prelate,fuch is thy audacious wickedneflc, 
Thy 3cwd 3 peftiferous,and diffentiousprancks, 
As very Infants prattle of thy pride. 
Thou art a moft pernitious Vfurer, 
Froward by nature^Encmie to Peace, 

( Lafciuious, wanton, more then well befeemes 
A man of thy Profeflton,and Degree* 
And for thy Trecherie,what*s more manifeft ? 
In that thou layd'ft a Trap to take my Life, 
As well at London Bridge, as at the Tower. 
Befide»I feare nie,if thy thoughts were fifted, 
The King 3 thy Soueraigne,is not quite exempt 
Fromenuious malliceof thy fwelling heart. 

Winch. Glofier % \ doe defie thee. Lords vouchfafc 
To giue me hearing what I (hall reply. 
If I were couetous,ambitious,orpexuerfe, 
As he will haue me : how am I fo poore? 
Or how haps itj feeke not to aduancc 
Or rayfe my felfe? but keepe my wonted Calling, 
And for Di(Tention,who preferrcth Peace 
More then I doe ? except I be prouok'd. 
No,my good Lords,it is not that offends, 
It is not that,that hath incens'd the Duke ; 
It is becaufe no one (hould fway but hee, 

I No one,but hee, (hould be about the King % 
And that engenders Thunder in ht$ breaft, 
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